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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Okay so it's a little late for New Years lol. Oh well. | just had a random Mick/Nikki muse running around in my 


head, and | am madly in love with Mick.. so yeah. And yes it's short but | didn't want to make it kinky... just 
fluffy. lol. Reviews would rock! Thanks!! 


"Dude, you okay?" Nikki waved his hand in front of Mick's face trying to capture the guitarists attention to no 
avail. "Yo, earth to Mick. Ya in there?" 


Mick shook his head slowly. "I just don't know sometimes, ya know? About any of this. | just dont." 

Nikki arched an eyebrow, but not only at Mick's totally random comment. Vince had just ran by screaming 
something about Jay Leno and rape. Choosing the better path to ignore the singer, he turned his attention back 
to his friend. 


"Care to translate that for me, man?" Nikki took a long drag from his smoke and waited. 


Mick's hollow eyes fell upon his younger friend. "I'm too old for this shit. H's too depressing." 


Maybe in Mick-Land that made some sense, but to poor lost Nikki it left him in the dark He cleared his throat 
and leaned forward in his chair to glance up at the clock. In five minutes it would be 2005. Another year would 


be gone, and a new one would begin. What could be so depressing about a new start? 
"You're not old, Mick. You're just--" 


"Fucking falling apart! Look at me! l'm fucking falling apart!” His once somber expression now shimmered with 
anger. He stood and began pacing in front of Nikki. 


"Mick don't. Don't start this--" 


"You have no clue what it feels like Nik My vocal cords are fucked up, my clothes hang off of me, my bones 


are all fucked up, and lim fucking old and alone." 


Mick did have a point and Nikki knew it. He had no idea what it felt like to be in complete turmoil with no one 
around to come home to at the end of the day. Mick looked so helpless. He looked so scared, but he would 

never admit it. He always held everything in until the burden became too heavy. That was just his way. Nikki 
ground out his cigarette and flicked it away before standing. He stepped into the guitarists path and held out 


his hands to stop his apprehensive movement. 
"Mick," he said nervously, "I know you're having a rough time right now, but--" 


"Rough time? Nik you have no fucking clue." He tried to break away from the younger mans strong arms, but 


Nikki held on to him. 


"No | don't Mick | never said | did, but.. hell | dunno. | guess it just pisses me off that somebody like you could 
be so damn ungrateful" He let go of Mick and turned to walk away. He was angry but not at Mick. He was 
angry at himself for snapping at the poor guy. Either way he had pride, and he couldn't let that go down the 


drain 
"Nikki," Mick called after him, following in pursuit, "Nikki dammit don't walk away from me!" 


The raven haired man continued his steady stride, shoving the door open and stepping out into the night air. It 
was surprisingly warm for the time of year, too warm really. Its supposed to be freezing. Sometimes change 


is good. Sometimes it is a kick in the ass. 


Nikki whirled around upon hearing the door open and another pair of boots against the pavement. He'd never 
really been able to look at Mick; it depressed him, but now he had to look. How could something like this happen 
to such a wonderful man? Mick had never been cold or uncaring. How could any merciful God do this to anyone 
like him? His pale skin almost glowed under the dim street lamps. His arms looked to be almost two sizes 


smaller than Nikki's. He looked like a walking corpse, but Nikki saw past that into a much more important part 


of his soul. It wasn't Mick's appearance that Nikki worried about, it was his mentality. 
"Fuck, man. I'm sorry." Nikki's eyes filled with something Mick had never seen before: hurt. 
The older man avoided Nikki's haunting gaze. "Don't be. Its my fault. I'm just feeling sorry for myself--" 


"Mick you are breathtaking. | don't know what it is about you that impresses me, but you never stop amazing 
me." A smile played across the bassist's lips. 


Mick's cheeks flushed a deep shade of pink as he focused on nothing in particular in the distance. "I don't know 


what you've been smoking Nik” 

For the first time in a while there was something new in the air. Mick smiled, and Nikki felt like his job was 
near completion. His ears were filled with the sound of voices from inside the building. It was the countdown to 
midnight. As the numbers descended from ten, Nikki closed the gap between the two of them. Mick's smile 
grew even wider as Nikki's strong arms wrapped around his slender waist. 

"Kiss me at midnight?" Nikki asked, peering down at his longtime friend. 

"I thought you'd never ask." 

4.3.. 

Nikki tilted his head and moved in closer, closing his eyes. Mick's arms wrapped around the taller man's neck. 


ZA, 


Nikki felt sparks when his lips finally touched Micks. The encounter was soft and sweet at first, almost shy. 
Nikki took the initiative to test his limits and ran his tongue along Mick's bottom lip. The guitarist granted him 
entry, deepening the sweet kiss. It lasted for what felt like hours, when it fact it was only a minute or so. 


Mick's head fell against Nikki's chest, but his arms wouldn't budge. He didn't want this right to end. He felt 
loved, wanted, even needed. He didn't feel sick or old. He sighed and felt Nikki's grip around his body tighten. 


Ill take care of you, Mick. I'll be here." 


THE END. 


